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PRETTY "BEITY. 


N Briſtol did a achat dvel, 


Whoſe wealth and riches did excel, 
A clothier he ſeem'd to be, 


As fitting for his quality. 


There was a poor man in the town, 
Had neither means nor yet renown, 


This man he had a daughter fair, 
Her name was pretty Betty rare. 


This fair maid then the was bound, 
Unto this clothier in this town, - 


A ſerving maid the was pleaſed to be, 12 


[= _ As fitting for her quality. 


This Merchant had a faithful n.- 
Whoſe heart to love was not > a 
But pretty Betty the was ſo fair, 
She drew his wy into a ſnare, TE 


” | And unto fair 


L 
One mornin g carly y the ſon _ 
tty ſtraight he 
My ee, fair Betty, ſaid he, 
© grant me love or for thee I'll die. 


Forbear kind Sir, then ſhe did fay, 


Pm but we: Father's poor ſervant maid, 
And if thy parents ſhall chance to Know, 
They — Sill work thy overthrow, 


My charming fair Betty, ſaid he, 
As tor my parents you need not fear, 
If you conſent to lead your life, 
Or the morrow night you ſhall be my 2 


His Mother ſtandin g by we hear, 
Their converſation ſhe did hear, ” 
And there ſhethought within her mind, 

To croſs him of his love's deſign. | 


Next morning early his mother roſe, | 
ind unto fair Betty ſtraight ſhe goes, 
reſs you Betty and go with me, 

little abroad a friend to fee, - 


She ſoon then did fair Betty briog,/ 
nto a captain of her kin, 

he ſhip was lying in the Downs, 

d for Virginia ſhe was bound. 


She ſoon did fell her fair Betty, 
To croſs upon the raging lea, 


1 
She's left fair Betty to be bound, 


Unto the city ſhe did return. 


But when his mother did return, 
You're welcome home, then ſaid the lon, 
But where 1s Betty now | pray, 

That ſhe ſo long behind does tay. 


O ſon, ſon, I ſee what love can do, 
Betwixt fair Betty and you, 
But your love it is all in vain, 
For Betty's failing on the main. 


O crvel mother and unkind, 
To rob me of my heart's delight, 
You've rob'd me of my deareſt joy, 
O mother, mother, you've me deſtroyed. 


Her ſon ſoon then he took his bed, 
No mirth or muſic would he have, 
But night and day would he cry, 
Betty, Betty, for thee I die. 


Methinks I ſee my fair Betty, 
She's ſailing on the raging ſea, 
Methinks | ſee my Betty toſt, 
Unto ſome country to be loſt, 


May heaven regard my poor Betty, 
On land and ſea where'er ſhe be, 
May ſhe in that country favor find; 
Since I am croſed of my een deſign. 


But when ſhe ſaw her ſon was dead, 


She wrung her hands and tore her hair = 


 Þ 1d 


1 
And vp and down the room ſhe ra, 
Crying, O my pretty little fon. 


If I could reſtore thy life again, | 
would ſend for Betty over the main 
She ſhould thy wife moſt ſurely be, 
It's all thelove I bear to thee. 


— 
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jack AT THE WNDLass. 


OME all hands a-hoy to the PET) 

From our friends and relations to go; 

Poll blubbers and cries, Devil thank her, 
She'll ſoon take another in tow ; | 

This breeze, like the old one, will kick us, 
About on the boiſterous main 

And one day it death ſhould not trick us, 

FEE we may come back again : : 


CHORUS, 


Mit h a will ho! then pull away, jally bs | 
At the mercy of fortune ive go, 

Mee in fer't then demme what folly, boys, 

Tor to be down hearted yo ho! 


Our Boatſwain takes care of the rigging, 
More *ſpecially when he gets drunk ; 
The bobſtays ſupply him with (wigging, 
He the cable cuts up for old junk : 
The ſtudding- ail ſerves for his hammock, 

With the due. lines he's * him his call, 


While | 
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She's left fair Betty to be bound, 
Unto the city ſhe did return. 


But when his mother did return, 
You're welcome home, then ſaid the lon, 
But where 1s Betty now | pray, 

That ſhe ſo long behind does ſtay. 


O ſon, ſon, I ſee what love can do, 
Betwixt fair Betty and you, 
But your love it is all in vain, 
For Betty's failing on the main. 


O crvel mother and unkind, 
To rob me of my heart's delight, 
You've rob'd me of my deareſt joy, 
O mother, mother, you've me deltroyed. 


Her ſon ſoon then he took his bed, 
No mirth or muſic would he have, 
But night and day would he cry, 
Betty, Betty, for thee I die. 


Methinks [ ſee my fair Betty, 
She's ſailing on the raging ſea, 
Methinks 1 ſee my Betty toſt, 
Unto ſome country to be loſt, 


May heaven regard my poor Betty, 
On land and ſea where'er ſhe be, 
May ſhe in that country favor find; 
Since I am croſed of my loye's deſign. | 


But when ſhe ſaw her ſon was dead, 


She wrung her hands and tore her hair, 


f 
And vp and down the room ſhe ran, 
Crying, O my pretty little ſon. 


— 


If I could reſtore thy life again, | 
[ would ſend for Betty over the main, 
She ſhould thy wife moſt ſurely be, 
It's all the love bear to thee. 
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JACK AT THE WNDLASS. 


OME all hands a-hoy to the anchor, 
Frora our friends and relations to go; 
Poll blubbers and cries, Devil thank her, 
She'll ſoon take another in tow ; | 
This breeze, like the old one, will kick us, 
About on the boiſterous main 
And one day it death ſhould not trick us, 
Foe we may come back again: : 


CHORUS, 
- With a will hol then pull away, jally boys, | 
Ht the mercy of fortune we go, 
Were in fer't then demme what folly, boys, 
For to be down hearted yo ho! 


Our Boatſwain takes care of the ri gging, 
More *ſpecially when he gets drunk; 
The bobſtays ſupply him with ſwigging, 
He the cable cuts up for old junk : 
The ſtudding- ſail ſerves for his hammock, 
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While | 


With the due ines he's bought him bis call, 


BYE + 

While enſigns and jacks in a mammock, 

He ſold to buy trinkets for Poll. 
With a will ho! &c. 


Of the Purſer this here is the maxim, 

Slops, grog, and proviſions he ſacks ; 
How he'd look if you were but to aſk him, 

With the Captain's Clerk who *tis goes ſnacks: 
O he'd find it another gueſs lorv, 
| That would bring his bare back to the cat; 

It his Majeſty's honor and glory, + 
Was only juſt told about that. 
With a will ho! &c. 


Our Chaplain's both holy and godly, 

And ſet's us for heaven agog; 
Yet to my mind he looks = odly, 

When he's ſwearing and drinking of grog: 
When he took on lis Bo Betty Bowſer, 
Aud he talk'd of her beauty and charms, 
Cried I, which is the way to heaven now, fir,” 

Why you dog,” ſays rhe Chaplain,“ her arms.“ 


With a will ho! &c. 


The Gunner's a devil of a bubber, 
Ihe Cat ſindo can't fiſh a maſt; 
The Surgeon's a lazy land- lubber, 
The Maſter can't ſteer if he's aſk'd : 
The Lieutenant's conceit are all wrapt in, 
The Mates hardly merit their flip; 


Nor 


N 
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Nor is thaw a ſwab but the'Ca ptain, 
Knows the ſlem from the Ren of the ſhip. 
With a will ho! Kr. 


en fore and aft having abuſed them, p 
Juſt but for my tancy and gig; 

Could I find any one that ill-uſed them, 
Damn me but I'd tickle his wig: 


Jack never was known for a railer, 


It was fun every word that I ſpoke, 
And the ſign of a true-hearted ſailor, 
Is to take and to give a good Joke... 


With a will bo! ie. 


S . 
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SATURDAY NIGHT AT SEA. 
TP WAS Saturday Night the twinkling = * 


Shone on the ripling ſea; 


No duty call'd che honeſt tars, 


The helm was laſh'd a-lee: 
The ample cann adorn'd the board, 
Prepar'd to ſee it out; 
Each gave the laſs that he ador'd, 


And puſh'd the grog about. 


Cried honeſt Tom, my Peg I'll toaſt, 
A frigate neat and trim, 


All olly y Portſmouth's favourite boaſt, 
Pd venture life and limb; 


Sail ſeven long years and ne'er fee land, 
With A rar and ſtout, . 


4 : oy. 
So tight a veſſel to command, 
Then puſh the grog about. 


I'll give, cried little Jack, my Poll, 
| Sailing 1 in comely ſtate; | 
Top ga'ntſails (et, ſhe is ſo tall, 
Sbe looks like a firſt rate: 
Ah! would ſhe take her Jack in tow," -* 
A voyage for life throughout, = 
No better birth I'd wiſh to know, 
Then puſh the grog about. 


I'll give, cried I, my charmin Nan, 
Tri rim, ne, neat, any 5 ti ght, 
What j joy ſo fine a ſhip to man? 
She is my heart's delight. ern 
So well ſhe bears the ſtorms of lite, 
Fd fail the world throughout. 
Brave every toil for ſuch a wife, 
Then puſh the grog about. 


Thus to deſcribe Peg, Poll, or Nan, 
Each his beſt manner tried, e944 
Till, ſummoned by the empty ca, 
They to their hammocks hied; 
Yet ſal did they their vigils keep, 
Though the huge cann was out, fl Do 
For in ſoft viſions gentle ee [Ran begin 
Still puſh'd 09 737 ef Toi 3A, 
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